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ce Come in I "
They had been going upstairs as they talked. Jerphanion felt somewhat embarrassed as he came under the influence of this lean, active man's spell. Every impression that he received from him, every idea about him that he formed, was succeeded by another, which did not contradict the first, but corrected it, prevented it from being too straightforward, stamped it with the seal of doubt, or, rather, of relativity.
He was your immediate superior, the real head of the establishment, with the title of Secretary-General which lie had secured for himself at the time of the reform of the college, since his former title of Superintendent-General seemed to him too portentous, smacking too much of the usher. And he talked to you like a comrade making fan of the staff and quite ready to give you a hand if it came to ragging them.
He had a hollow, bony face, the mask of a Spanish saint ravaged by fasting and nocturnal prayer. But he had also sparkling eyes, which looked as though they were always ripe for some fresh devilment, and an expression of perpetual amusement, ranging from an almost imperceptible smile, indicated less by his lips than by the blinking of his eyelids, to an uncontrolled laugh which distended his mouth and set the opposite wall vibrating.
He had a very clear, musical diction, very varied in its modulation, with niceties and noisinesses, isolating and stressing syllables - a way of speaking all the time as though he were addressing an audience which he had to reach even in the furthest corner of a lecture-room and which he had to keep awake ; but still there was no oratorical solemnity about it. All this was carried by a ringing voice, a trifle nasal, sometimes harsh, a mixture of oboe and trumpet, with nothing Parisian about it, although it was difficult to associate the inflexions to which it lent itself with any provincial accent, and although it had in fact all the vivacity in its rise and fall of a voice of Paris.
They went into his office, which was very large and was